The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 

As I stood at the entrance of Nogarth Quarry in Barrowford, memories of my childhood flooded 
my mind. This place used to be our playground, a spot where we would spend hours climbing 
the rocks and running around. But as I gazed around the deserted quarry, I couldn't help but feel 
a chill run down my spine. 

Over the years, there had been many deaths in this quarry, and locals believed that their spirits 
still roamed around, searching for their way home. I remember hearing tales from my 
grandparents about how the ghosts of the deceased would often haunt the area, their presence 
felt in the rustling of leaves and the creaking of branches. 

I had a close friend, Tommy, who had accidentally killed himself while climbing the walls with 
his air rifle in the late 1960s. It was a tragic incident that shook our community, and ever since 
then, the quarry became an abandoned place, feared by many. 

Despite my apprehension, I decided to explore the quarry once again, to revisit the memories of 
my childhood. As I made my way through the narrow pathways, I couldn't shake off the feeling 
that I was being watched. The sound of my footsteps echoed through the emptiness, and the 
wind howled through the rocks. 

Suddenly, I saw something moving in the corner of my eye. I turned to look, but there was 
nothing there. I tried to brush it off, thinking it was just my imagination playing tricks on me. 
But as I continued to walk, I heard the faint whispers of voices that seemed to be coming from 
all around me. 

I froze in my tracks, my heart racing with fear. I couldn't see anyone, but the whispers grew 
louder, and I could feel the presence of something ominous. Suddenly, a gust of wind blew past 
me, and I heard a loud scream that made me jump out of my skin. 

I turned around and saw the ghostly apparition of my friend, Tommy, staring back at me. His 
face was pale and contorted with pain, and his eyes looked right through me. I felt my knees 
give way as I fell to the ground, trying to make sense of what I was seeing. 

Tommy's ghostly form hovered over me, and I could feel his cold breath on my face. He spoke 
to me, his voice barely a whisper, but I could hear him loud and clear. 

"Leave this place, my friend," he said. "This quarry is no longer safe, and the spirits of the dead 
will not rest until they find peace. Do not come back here again." 

And with those words, he disappeared into the wind, leaving me alone in the deserted quarry. I 
gathered my senses and stumbled out of the quarry, my heart pounding with fear and my mind 
in disarray. 

I knew that I would never return to Nogarth Quarry, for the spirits of the dead haunted it, and I 
didn't want to become a victim of their wrath. The memories of my childhood would forever be 
tainted by the ghosts that lurked in the shadows, and I would carry the fear of Nogarth Quarry 
with me for the rest of my life. 


By Donald Jay 


